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HAR LOT'% PROGR ESS. 


* 


hy | Being Fe LIFE of the noted 5 
NOLL HACKABOUT,. 


— is ot — — 


4 In S1X Hudibraftick CANTO: — 


. 8 CONTAINING ; » 
I. Her Lk Town in the York | Bride well ;. and the Hemęurs of. 

Waggon ; and being betray'd by the place. 3 

an old Ba wd into- the Arms of V. Her Sigkneſs and Death. Diſ- ae 


, Colonel Ch-----5; with ſeveral pute bet ween two noted Quack s. 
comical Dialogues, De. * Her laſt Will. 3 
II. Her being *kept by a FJewz || VI. Burial. Characters of the prin ? 
with her Intrigues in hls ouſe, cipal Aſſiſtants at the Funeral 7 
BY HI. Her living in a Bawdy-houſe Pomp, Sc. * „ 
in Drury-Lahe. A diverting Liſt VIII. A curious and entertaining i 
; of the ecorations of her Lodg- RI DDI, which Mol! learned ot 
ing. Her being detected by Sir the Few, while in his Keeping, 


J G-----n, &c. 
IV. Ver Uſage. at Tothil-Fields 


* 2 = WY * 4 


and which Colonel Cþ-----5 could: 
never anſwer to her Satisfaction. 


* SE . 4 A. as. * 
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ur S1xTH Eoirion + /* | 
1 Wheran i is prefix d, never before printed, "oy 7 tj 
A moſt Excellent BALL a DD (ſent from Scotland preſently 1 4 4 
after the Burial of Col. Ch s) intitl'd SaTaxn's De- N 1 


feat ; or Jack PRESBYTER Triumphant. 
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SATAN's DEF E Ax: 
o R, | 
Jack PxeSBYTER Triumphant. 


To the Tune of, The Abbot of Canterbury. 41 


1 of a ſong, if twill make you amends, | fa 


PI tell you a tale, as your're ſome- of my i ö 
friends: | ; | 
"Tis of a bold Black Coat, whom ſome of you ? i | 
knows, 44% 
Who by Satau's d—n'd malice was maul'd with- '} 
| out blows, þ | 4 


Derry down, &c. 
II. 
This Black Coat was wiling to ſerve his FAR 
friend 


Frank C, and ſo on his corpſe did attend; 


* * — . * 
e 
© * bo 4 HSE»; #*, 
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And 


„ 


And doing his duty with reverend grace, | 11 

Cry d, Farò the well, Frank, thou ſhalt have 2 | 
pure place. 

Derry down, &c. As n 

III. Ola! 

But Satan who always is watchful and ſly, Ther 

Attended [ncog. as the coPnel paſs'd by; | Brak 

He hover'd about round the corpſe like a kite, 1 — 9 


When the parſon, who ſpyd him, cry'd, Satan, 

g bite! | 
Derry down, &c. 

n 

Enrag'd, diſappointed, revengeful Old Nick, 

Was reſolv'd to be up with the prieſt for this 
n 1 

So changing his form (as you know he can do) 

He ſwore he would make old Fack Presbyter rue. 


Derry down, &c- 
„ # 7 


Twas thro' a dark lane where bold Jacł took 
his way, | | Es 
Which often he'd paſs'd to hold forth and to 


pray : | 
There 


„ 
{ There clad in diſguiſe of a great heap of ftones, 


| Did Belzebub tarry to break the prieſt's bones. 
Derry down, &c. 

| +; "WH 

As muſing and thoughtful he rode on his way, 

Old Nick rais'd his back, like a cat ſet at bay, 

Then over the lump the poor prieſt got a fall, 

© Brake the noſe, cut the face, and the knees of 

| poor Ball, 
Derry dawn, &c. 

VII. 

: ob, ho! quoth the Devil, methinks you are down, 

ü Lie there and be pox'd, now Im ſure you're my 

| own. 

No, no, cry'd Fack Presbyter, varlet, you're out; 

; You've only defac'd me, and batter'd my ſnout. 


þ VIII. 
And now to be up with your tricks, I'll con- 
I ſpire, 

I'll preach down, next Sunday, your brimſtone 
and fire; 


No 


Derry down, &c. 


1 


No child in my pariſh ſhall e' er be afraid 
Of you, nor your hoofs, nor your horns, nor 
your trade. 


Derry down, &c, 


IX. 
Nay, I'll preach twice a day, all my friends to 
alarm, 
To defeat your deſigns, and to keep em from 
harm. 


Hold, hold, quoth the Devil, yourſelf Bids 
Kils my a—te, quoth the prieſt, I'll be even 
with you. 
Derry down, &c. 
X. 
And now, ever ſince, he's as good as his word, 
He cries down the Devil, and ſets up the Logo; 
And Satan, defeated is forc'd to take flight, 
While Jack travels fearleſs, by day or by night. 
Derry down, &c. 


Or 


1 
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To the IN OGENIOUsS 


Mr. HO GA RIH. 
S IR, _— 
HI ENCEFORT H ll not invoke or chooſe It 


Th aſſiſtance of an airy muſe |! 
Let bur my eye your pictures ſee, | 
My thoughts muſt flow in poctry : * 
Your harlot ſpeaks your ev'ry figure, f 
Has grace peculiar, life, aud vio our : 34 
I view'd em, when a fency jircag . þ 


Inſpir'd me with a comic ſong. 44 
Pardon me, fir, if ought I may 1 0 
Too plain in luſcious colours lay, 4 1 
i wrote but what you make them ſay. | " 
Happy Sir James, in ſuch a ſon, =. 
By whom Apelles is outdone ; * | 
1 

B His 4 

I} 

n 

bay 


L. 1 


His work is marvellous, and fine, 

But not miraculous lite ihine : 

Thy canvas tells its tail as plain, 

As can be told by tongue of man : 
Fame firſt deſign'd to make thee known, 
In being Sir James ThornhilFs /on ; 
Then heaV'n its mighty power to ſhew, 
Gave thee Sir James's genius too. 
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HARLOT's PROGRESS: 
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Humours of Drury- Lane. 


— 


Nl. 


SING no ſongs of Alexander's, 
But bauds, and whores, and pimps and 
pandcrs, 
Shall be my theme ;—afliſt me Venus, 
My goddeſs, patron, and my genius: 


Aid me, kind Tan —er, C—m, and M—r, 
To ſhew the progreſs of a whore; 
For you can ſurely beſt define *em, 
Who ſearch the outſide, and within 'em; 


B 2 Know 
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Know each arcana, creek and cranny, 
From ſpring of youth, to flood of Granny; 


In 

And hear, and fee, and ſmell, and feel, On 
Each microcoſmographick wheel; Fo 
Diſcovers ſecrets with a pill, Fo 
Beyond great Aſculapius skill. As 
At 

Aid me, I pray, and I'll return H 

A gratetul tribute if I burn. A 
* 

I have at leaſt a pair of dozens, R 


Of firſt and ſecond loving couſins, _ FA 
Shall fall to you a 4acrifice, 

And hazard palate, nole and eyes : 
Then give me leſſons of inſtruction ; 
(So much by way of introduction) 


As I from powdering-tub was hoppivg, 
Sometimes a running, ſometimes (topping z 
In melancholy mood, a thinking, 

What bitter draughts I had been drinking, 


I ſaw 


83-1 


I ſaw a caravan of laſſes, 
In various dreſſes, various caſes. 
One's meuth bad water'd many a year, 
For morſels cheap enough——yet dear; 
For ſhe had cram'd herſelf ſo greedily, 
As ſhe could not digeſt it ſpeeclily : 
Another buxom Bona Roba, 
Had play'd with Richard, on a ſquab-a; 
And there was caught O fad diſaſter! 
This was reſented by the maſter; 
Richard was kick'd and ſhew'd the door, 
And ſhe turn'd out, a filly whore, 


But there was one who ſeem'd to lack--a bout; 


I ask'd her name, ſhe told me, Hackanovur; 
And juſt as] began to ſue, 


For what, alas, I could not do, 

Comes an old bawd, *twas MoTuer BewnT---y ; 
Gently, ſaid ſhe, good driver, gently 

What pretty maidens, priythee, have ye 

Brought up to town ?—— children odd ſave ye! 


My 
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My lady is a noble counteſs, 
And ſome of you may ſhare her bounties 
On 1lackebout ſhe fix'd her eyes, 
When joy was mixcd with ſurprize, 
Reſolving it ſhould be her care 
To catch poor Polly in her ſnare: 
Her looks, her air, her dreſs, her ſhape, 
Would tempt an ancherite to rape 
And Beat---y always fold a thing 
For as much money as *twenld bring. 


My dear, ſaid ſhe, would you be rich? 
Yes, madam: Have you learn'd to STITCH ? 
Yes, madain :—Cen you waſh and ftarch ? 


Yes, madam : clean and ſtiff:— Icu're arch : 


Why, m2dam, I ain young and nimble; 
Can vic a bodkin, or a thimble, 

Can bake, and brew, and ipin, and knit; 
Can roa joint without a ſpit ; 

Can make a chcele-cake, or a cuſtard ; 

And checic, and butter, tarts, and muſtard ; 


And 


— — 
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And dreſs you twenty things beſide, 

Or roaſted, boil'd, or bak'd or fry'd; 
And from a ſquire I have a letter 
Will tell you this, and ſomething better: 


This ſaid, ſhe pull'd out her credentials ; 
But Bz#---ty wanted her eſſentials, 
And therefore could not read the ſcroll, 
It 'twould have ſav'd her wicked ſoul. 


My dear, ſaid ſhe, and ſtroak'd her chin, 

T mind the letter not a pin; 

Your looks ſuch innocence declare, 
I love you as my child. ——T fwear, 
And will previde for you, my dear 
The ſame as bave done for hen: 
And truth ſhe ſpoke, for the had been 
The baud to draw her daughter in, 
Till with the crinkams 876 was rotten, 
And by her humble ſlaves forgotten; 
And only known at P7:dewell block, 

withfiel, 1, and Ningſland, and the Loch: 
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But I muſt leave 'em for a while, 
To tell a farce will make you ſmile. 


A prieſt, whoſe coat and ſunday-gown 
Had outliv'd colour, knap, and down, 
That twould not hide a little flea, 
Except 'twas of the colour grey; 

On ſlowpac'd Tz? did pains beſtow, 
To overtake the beight-gee woo z 
Which ſtopp'd a little at the Bell, 
While Hobſon drank a mug of ale. 


Young maids, ſaid Domine, his GRACcR 
The biſ/h-p of a noted place 
Has made me promiſe to befriend him 
With ſome young girl, I vow'd to ſend him, 
Aud when this wagoon came in vie, 


F thought of him, in ſeeing you. 


Now ſpeak your minds; who wants a place, 
And would be glad to ſerve His GRACE? 


Sp 


Who | 

A pert young huſly, by her grinning, 
Betray'd ſhe knew an art in ſinning, 
Addreſs'd herſelf to the ancient prieſt; 
Of ſacred things I make no jeſt, 
But by your uſe and application 
I know your end, fir, no evaſion, 
Is not the girl who takes the place 
To cry, AMEN, chen he ſays grace? 
Bur to be plain, I love plain dealing, 
Has not the biſh-p loſt his feeling, 
And wants what David had of old, 
A girl to hug him when he's cold ? 


H, ſaid the prieſt, thou wicked harlot, 
Dolt think that I am ſuch a varlet, 
To be procurer for a prel—e, 
As vilely thou wouldſt have me relate? 
No, 1 defy thee, wicked minx, 
Such attions in my noſtrils ſtinks. 


Dofor, your pardon ; you are warm; 
In what T ſaid, I meant no harm; 


C 


— 


One 
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One Half otb' world they ſay're decei vers, 
And Pother half are unbelievers ; 

1 therefore love to try all people, 

To find who's upright as a ſteeple ; 
Doctor, your virtue I commend, 


And ſhall be proud to ſerve your friend. 


Well, maiden, thou haſt got a tongue, 

Will make or marr thee ere it's long; 

1 hope the words which thou doſt ſcatter, 
Are like young people on the water, 

Who rally when they think no harm, 
But ſhew their wit when blood is warm: 
T his letter is I like your face 
This is the token to his grace: 
Be good, my child, and tell no lies, 
But ſay your pray'rs, and catechiſe. 


SE = 


u IWR 


But as he gave her the epiſtle, 
His beaſt, who fed on thorn and thiſtle, 
Some hay eſpy'd, beneath a load 
Of pans, to keep *em whole *twas ftow'd ; 


Poor 


6-9-3 
Poor Filly tugs to fill his jaw, 
The jackall to the lion's may, 
Down came the pyramid of pans, 
Broke the tit's head, and vicar's hands, 
And laid them both in miry ſlough : 
W hat plagues the righteous undergo ! 
Ah me |! ſaid Eccleſiaſticus, 
What fate decreed to ſerve me thus ? 


If I ſurvive and get this croſs over, 
Pl be a ſtoical philoſopher. 


Had Ja horſe (that play'd his gambols ) 
Such as our Dioreian nambles, 

He might have broke my collar-bone, 

Or broke my neck, iss much at one: 
Well, beav'n be thank'd it is no worſe ! 
Til make a bleſſing of a curſe. 


By this time, Ben-, in diſguiſe, 
Had told the girl a hundred lies, 
And ſwell'd her vanity and pride 
Too great for Hackabout to hide; 
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And whither ſhould the baud and miſs go, 
But to the Stallion, Don Franci/o. 


With muckle een, like ſaucers twa, 
He gaz'd, as tho? he'd leek'd her thra; 
With his left hand he tip'd a broad piece, 
And put his other hand in's codpiece : 


Said he, here's gold and precious ſtones, 
Girl, take my riches all at once. 


This ſaid, the tarquin flew at Hackabout, 
Who ſcream'd, and from him turn'd her back- 
about; 
But he, as void of grace as fear, 
Began to charge her in the rear. 
And Ben- ty held her plene dolens, 
Whilſt he overcame her lens volens. 


NF. 0. 
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havd My, 
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SANTO H. 


HEN Hackabout had fully weigh'd 

The value of her maidenhead, 
Its plague to keep, its weight to bear, 
And how lhe often to a hair 
Was forc'd to manage it to keep it, 
When 1t was ever fo intrepid ; 
Pox on't, ſaid ſhe, (an ugly curſe, 
And by the way *twas ominous, 
As ſhe and many a-one have felt, 
Who wiſh in youth they had been gelt) 
Pox on't, ſaid ſhe, 't has learnt to eat, 
And now I'll make it earn its meat; 
Tt1s bluſt ring, hec'ring Colonel Bully 
Shall not be long my only cully. 


This ſaid, the colonel pop'd upon her, 
And ſwore he lov'd her, pon his honour : 
Love me, ſaid ſhe, and play ſuch tricks ! 
Huſh ! child, I keep a coach and fix 
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My ſervants, child, are yours, here Beity! 
There, Be/s, ſce that's your worthy lady; 
Let her in ev'ry thing be obey'd, 

And be yourſelf her fav'rite maid : 

My buſinets calls me in the city; 

Dear Poll, a buſs; don't pout; good by rye. 


The colonel gone, they view each other 
With jealous eyes, they want to ſmother ; 
Each wants to hear the other's tale, 

If joining int'reſts might avail z 

For each was in the ſame deſign, 
To plunder, or to undermine ; 

The fort they did not care to die in; 
And Polly broke the way by crying. 


Madam, ſaid Befs, I hate to flatter, 
But may my navel ne'er be fatter, 
If e'er my maſter (hang him) knew 
So beautiful a maid as you: 
He flies at all the game that comes, 
From locker miſs to ragged bums, 


The 


> wad — A Bf m=4 
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The baud who introduc'd you here, 

Is the great devil's overſeer, 

And has as many imps t' attend her, 

As all the devils in hell can ſend her; 
They catch young girls to make 'em whores, 
Till all their body's full of ſores; 

Then drive 'em headlong to ſuch ſhame 
And mis'ry, Twant words to name. 


Said Hackabont, all pale and trembling, 
Is not this ſtory all diſſembling? 
Can ſuch a place as this afford 
An honeſt woman of her word ? 


Madam, ſays Betty don't miſtake, 
I do not preach tor virtue's ſake ; 
But there's diſcretion, and degrees 
Of pleaſure, liberty, and eaſe; 
I ſhould not care to bed a Turk; 
Nor ſhould I care at all to work; 
I hate and dread the common ſtews ; 
And but for Int'reſt love the Fews : 


For 
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And if you'll be advis'd by me, 

(You're but a novice yet, I ſee) 

We'll play ſuch tricks, and jadiſh pranks, 
The very prieſts ſhall give us thanks, 
For we ſhall ſave more men from hanging, 
Than all their doctrine and haranguing ; 
And bring intrigue to ſuch a height, | | 
We'll make *em virtuous out of ſpite, | 
And dread the very name of whoring, 

As little culls do bullies roaring 


Alas! ſaid Hackaboat, I fear 
This life at length will coſt me dear; 
However, if you will be true, 
I'll join my intrefts all with you 8 
Then pray be free, make propoſitions, | 


And PII agree to your conditions. | 

What I propoſe is not ſo nice, | 
As to eſcape the name of vice; ; 
It is to cheat, delude, and wheedle, ö 


All but the conſtable and beadle; 1 | 


2 For 


=” 
For they are datig'rous, and mult be 
Oblig'd for nought, and kept in fee. 
And now I think on't, we'll begin 
This very night Yth* name of ſin: 
A Jew I know, as rich as Cra ſus, 
From this curs'd' place will ſoon releaſe us: 
I'll go directly and inform him 
Of you, a beauty that would warm him, 
If he was made of ſnow or ice; 
And hell be eager in a trice 
To know your ſtory, ſee your face, 
And ſomething elſe in proper place. 
This proſpect, with what you mult feign, 
Will yeild me both revenge and gain: 
For this ſame ſon of circumciſion 
Has often ſign'd my own commiſſion ; 
But, like a fickle fornicator, 


And ſubject fit for keeneſt ſatyr, 


In one ſhort week or two he's ſated, 
And then his—axge/—ſaint—is hated: 
This might provoke me to rebel, 
But, faith! 1 love myſelf too well; 
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For who the d—1 ſhould we bite, 

But thoſe who do our ſex no right : 

Beſides he is no chriſtian then 
He's not all o'er like other men; 

Jews clip, and pare——dogs! they diminiſh 
The inſtrument that man does finiſh : 

Theſe reaſons then, put altogether, 


Wee ſhould not ſtick in trifle. rather 


Be wholeſale dealers when they cool 


And ſtrip the knave, and leave the fool. 
Your part to act is this. I ſwear 


' To him, that you was under care 


Of guardians ; one, a fad curmudgeon, 


Abus'd you, which you took in dudgeon ; 
And ſo reſolv'd to quit the place 


Where you was us'd fo very baſe? 


Not ſuff'ring you abroad t'appear, 
And ſtinted too in what you wear; 
Tho? your eſtate might well afford 
You things like daughter of a lord; 
That here in London all our truſt is 
To find ſome one to do you juſtice ; 


That 


*y - 


That you was ſecretly convey'd 

To town, in habit of a maid, 

And would continue ſo a while, 

Till matters you could reconcile : 

And tell him you are from Northumberland, 
Yorkſhire, or Lancaſhire, or Cumberland; 
No matter which, as long we 

Do in our ſtory both agree; 

Your voice, and dreſs, and country mien, 
Will all conſpire to bring him in; 

For fornicators impudence 

Aims moſt to injure innocence; 

And were they ſure when they betray 

An unexperienc'd girl aſtray, 

The action would for ever damn 

Her ſoul in Pluto's brimſtone flame, 
And make her life a hell on earth ; 

Yet the damn'd rogue's infectious breath 
He would exhauſt, in oaths and lies, 

And all that villains can deviſe; 

That he adores the ground ſhe treads, 
Would cut off fifty giants heads 
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Nay, heads of Kings that ſhould offend her, 
When to the devil he's going to ſend her. 


Curſe on the villains perjur'd hearts ! 


Let us like women act our parts; 


Cheat and defraud the knaves, and then 
Declare 'em devils in being men. 
Thus prieſts of Rome their flocks inflame 


Gainſt proteſtants, the very name 


Is *nough to call for fire and faggot, 
To ſhew the ign'rant zeal of bigot. 


Thus Beſs would have a learner blind 
To all the virtues of mankind : | 
But view their nat' ral little guiles, 

Which women, prompt by wicked wiles, 
With argus eyes, and bring upon 'em 


Ten thouſand plagues, till they've undone em. 


Then Hactabout, inſpir'd with zeal, 
At what unhappy women feel, 


Vow'd 
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Vow'd deep revenge on man, and ſwore, 
To ſleek revenge ſhe'd be a whore 

To Chriſtian, Few, or Turk, or thoſe 
Who all religions did oppoſe. 


Betty, ſaid ſhe,” loſe you no time, 
But find the ZFew—bring me to him. 


Bett, like the chariot of the ſun, 
Flew, that the buſineſs might be done 
Before ſhe cool'd, or he return'd, 
Whole abſence women never mourn'd ; 
And as the devil would have it, ſhe 
Found all things as ſhe wiſh'd *twould be; 
The Jew more eager than he'd been, 
To ſacrifice for wicked fin ; 
Bid her be expeditious, flee, 
Bring me the lovely ſoul, ſaid he. 


Betty obey'd; they ſoon agreed v4 
To rifle, and remove with ſpeed, T3 
And had the pleaſure in a coach, iy 
To ſee the injur'd Don approach; 41 
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But ere he reach'd his caſtle, they 
Had out of knowledge made their way, 
Whilſt he call'd on the muckle deel, 
To take the filthy gleeds to heel ; 

And bid the deel gang thra his fol 

It he had not revenge on Moll. 

The ſon of Levi met 'em ready, 

At foot of ſtairs, to take his lady, 
And to his chamber to convey 

The luſcious and deſigning prey. 
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Over the noted Vol —ux's head, 
Between the chamber-door, and bed, 
Hung finely painted Iſrael's King, 
With harp, his Maker's praife to ſing; 
Behind him came the ark returning 
The lofs of which had caus'd ſuch mourning. 
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Moll view'd the picture and obſerv'd, 
That with ſuch ſights fond love was ſtarv'd; 
And ſaid, it would be better far, 
| To have King Sel, with harlots there. 
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The Jew agreed; but mind, ſaid he, 1% 
Within ſome ſort it does agree; bf 
David is naked, and each maid, | 1 
You lee, to view is not afraid; i; 
None ſeem's diſpleas'd but's wife, and ſhe i 
Fears ſome may long for what they ſee. ” 
Some other pictures ſhew'd deſigns 
Of men from Father Jacob's loins; 
But one was odd and ſomething dark, _—_ | 
T was that of famous Dr. C—4 ; 1 
That Wol—#'s phiz ſhould here appear, 155 
No wonder. — But, why C—+# is there, 
Amazes Poll ſoon found the Jeco, 
Her fool, and ſhe obſerv'd her cue: 
She'd weedle now, and then ſhe'd rant, 
She'd bully then, and then ſhe'd cant; 
She kick'd the table down and broke 
The china this a brittle joke: 

He cool'd a fortnight after this; 
They part ſhe gives a Judas kiſs: 

He goes to change, ſhe changes too, 
And takes enough a Lord t'undo. 
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Beſs likewiſe flies, ſtill loves her miſtreſs, 
For ſhe in ſhifting now her ſiſter is; 
And Beſs had likewiſe here a cull, 
Who kept her belly and pocket full; 
And uſed thro' the chamber creep, 
When all the wicked were aſleep. 
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T O W Moll was Miſtreſs of her trade; 
To plays, and balls, and maſquerade 
She flaunted with a train, and Betty, 
Exchang'd her name for that of Kitty ; 
And ſo henceforth we mean to write her, 
Now ſhe has grown a little tighter ; 

And from a printed linen gown, 

She wore the beſt of ſilks in town : 

And thus equipp'd our harlots they, 

And Archer Aimell in the play, 

Did different perſons perſonate, 

To fling a lure or lay a bait; 


Pth' 
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Pth* evening when *twas almoſt dark, 


Then tript a round or two i'th' park; if 
And if no game was ſtarted there, "off 

They knew the playhouſe was their fair, | 1 
Where little heauty, and little wit, 1 
Wou'd catch a Templar, or a cit; * 

When at the Rummer, Roſe, or Crown, Wop 
They'd try how much he would come down 21 
And if the cull would tip a yellow ; | 70 


He was à very pretty fellow; 

If caſh ran high, Moll would propoſe, 
Each there ſhould ſtrip off all their cloathes, 
And dance the jig of paradiſe 

And if the cole did higher riſe, 

A game at chuck, a burning ſhame! 

And twenty things not fit to name. 

Kitt would propole—luch poſtures play, 
As thoſe who underſtand the lay, 
Confeſs outdid the noted Sally, 

Or famous Squab, or Dabbey Dally, 
Such tricks as neither mother Lod—e, 
Needbam, or mother Thom--s, Stod--e, 
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Or Ball, or C 


| Afraid of! no 
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7 ever heard of, 

Tho? the great Deel they're not afraid of: 
there's mother Needham, 
May by this time cauſe to heed him, 
And fear, and feel him too, for Satan 

Is the worſt maſter they can wait on; 


For bawds are ſtokers to his furnace, 
And with hot pokers play at burn- arſe. 


Now Hackabout's no longer Moll, 
But lady, for ſhe touches qual ; 
And thought her title very good, 
Not bought but in the right of blood : 
And thus it was: a lord who's known 
By ſhuffling_.gaite, and ſnuffling tone, 
Saw Moll at play, and lik'd her looks, 
And long'd for—what ?—hey gammer cooks ? 
And ſent his footman to inform her, 
She mult ſurrender, or he'd ſtorm her; 
And Mol, not liking war's alarms, 
Sent word on honourable terms, 


| She'd 
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She'd ope' her gates, the fort ſurrender, 
But ſhe was very young and tender : 
The articles were ſeal'd and ſign'd; 
The place appointed; giblets join'd: 
And Moll from this commenc'd a lady 
Altho' a ploughman was her daddy; 
If mother did not ſteal a leap, 

And let one get, and Yother keep. 


My lady Moll, on this preferment, 
Put new Phylacteries on her garment, 
Bought a gold watch, and Mecꝶlin laces, 
For now ſhe underſtood her paces; 

She {aw how ſilly peoples eyes 

Were wand'ring after butterflies ; 

That wit and beauty were but low, 
Without the filver trappings too; 

That a poor callimanco gown, 

May trudge a week for half a crown ; 
When mantuas, rich brocades, and ſattins, 
Will make a b---p leave his mattins.. 
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Poll's new gallant, but now her lord, 
Like a great ſtateſman kept his word; 
He ſwore he'd load her neck and ears, 
With diamonds bright, as big as pears; 
And give her half a thouſand pound, 
Before the ſun had gone its round: 
But he forgot it all next day, 
And that he knew her could not ſay; 
And what he knew he ſtrove to ſmother, 


Wich, ay, and this, and that, and t'other; 
Till 2/2, tir'd out with oft attending, 


Deny'd a gift, or money lending: 

She ſwore, henceforth ſhe'd ſooner hoard 
With a ſtreet · robber than a lord; 
And took James Dalton to her arms, 
Till Ketch depriv'd her of his charms: 
But in rememb'rance of the prig, 
She kept his wig- box, and his wig ; 
The box ſerv'd too for other uſes, 

To hold machines for broken ſluices; 
Such as old Wildman did expoſe 

To fale, at clap- preventing Roſe; 


Put 
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But ſtrange it is men ſhould deviſe 

A way to blind, or dim their eyes! 

When they would ſee ſome charming ſight 
Or that a man ſhould cr delight 

To fcel fine wool or down with gloves on, 
Or muffle when a ball ſhe ſhoves on; 

At bill:ards, when he'd hit the jack, 

The ball would run too hard or ſlack : 

A man in muffles is a monſter, 

Which any knowing girl can conſtrue. 


Beſides, Moll, us'd the wig at times, 
In ringlets as the women's whims 
Are, o'er the arched brow to fix 'm, 
Like tails of goats in Wales, at Rixbam; 
And ſome of ſtrong opinion are, 
She was as bald as Johnny Parr; 
When ſhe from dreadful Sly ſpitting, 
Came home, and by an art in knitting, 
She had ſo wove the wig, and plaited 
It, and with glut' nous matter matted 


The 


E 
The caul to what-dye-cal the place, 
It look'd and felt as nat'ral as 

Th' original; however be it, 

I cannot tell, 1 did not fee it. 


Moll chiefly ſpent the day at home; 
Therefore let us ſurvey her room. 
The furniture was of a piece, 
And moſt of its varieties, 
Such as might ſhine in Greſiam College, 
Amongſt the mighty men of knowledge: 
A chair, the bottom made of flags, 
A hole i'th' bottom ſtuff'd with rags ; 
Of linen of a yellow hue, 
The ſight enough to make one ſp— 
Upon the chair a baſon ſtood, 
Of urine full, as clear of mud: 
Next that, a Come riddle me, riddle my ree, 
Pray tell me what my riddle ſhall he? 
Tas a black thing, with a black Lole, 
Cots wp ioreceive beth the life and the foul 


It 
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It has a broad arſe, and juts in at the middle, 
The inſide will make a man dance to a jiaale: 


In this ſame black hele, a white thing was put, 


With a fiery noſe, the length almoſt a {cot ; 
It flirted, and ſpent, till it ſhorter did grow, 
And Moll put it cut\when ſhe'd nothing to do. 


This was a bottle, in which Moll 
Had put a candle, leſt it fall; 
For tho' a hundred things would ſtand, 
If ſhe but touch'd 'em with her hand, 
A candle would not, tho? *twas {tiff, 
It was as dead as Dover cliff. 


Upon that very chair did hang 
A cioke, that merits an harrangue; 
But ev'ry fool can make a joke, 
Or tell one made about a cloke; 
O'er this, two pictures hung 
A very devil in maſquerade; 
One was St. Anarew's Doctor, [terry, 
Who's gone to heaven, if no miſcarry 


O jade! 
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Has happened in the way; if ſo, 

He ſtill is in the ſhades below: 

Next him, Mackheath, as in the play, 

The hero great of Johnny Gay; 

Strange creature this, of harlots chief, 

To join the doctor with a thief. 

Near theſe, a rod of birch was hang'd, 
With which full many a bum was bang'd, 
To whip 'em tg a feeling ſpirit, 

Before they enter and inherit. 

The high-crown'd hat, and Aude brd 
Are ſcarce the ſubjects for a joke; 

And Dalton's wig- box o'er the bed, 

On which both knaves and fools have laid, 
Has been took notice of before: 

Poor Polly's fate we now deplore. 


As Kitty, her good maid, and ſhe, 
Were drinking ſoul-reviving tea, 
Rejoicing at a watch ſhe crib'd 

The night before, of one that nib'd, 


And 
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And Ket had read a paſt'ral letter, 

To make their mirth till more and greater: 
Comes ſtern Sir Fobn, with all his officers, 
Who look'd like tipling philoſophers ; 

Sir Jobn behind the curtain ſtood, 

The light would done Ulyſſes good; 

He view'd the Siren's diſhabil, 

Her ſhape and in ſurprize ſtood (till ; 
Her ſkin as white as cream in /pring, 

Her air, her ſhape, her ev'ry thing 
Did almoſt ſhake him; but his zeal 

Ofercame his paſſions ; let her feel 

(Who ſpoils our youth) the point ſhe merits; 
Hell's witchcraft with her charms ſh'inherits : 
This ſaid, they ſeiz'd poor Moll and Ketty, 
And dragg*d em thence O diſmal duty! ' 
To beating hemp an embrio rope, 

For what can ſuch poor caitiffs hope? 
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H PP the ugly and the old, 

Where favours are not bought or ſold; 
Where no deceit is in the wooing, 
But things are done for th' ſake of doing; 
Then each has nature's recompence, 
They act i'th' ſtate of innocence: 
But beauty beggars, wounds, and kills, 
And brings all plagues and human ills; 
It makes the women proud and vain, 
And ever brings an early ſtain: 
And then adieu to truth and honour; 
The Thames will leave its courſe much ſooner, 
Than woman once ſeduc'd (if ſhe 
Has charms) from vicious courſes flee. 


Poor Hackabout | this was thy bane, : 
Thy wit and beauty brought thy ſtain; 
Drove thee from virtue's rules, and ſhew'd 
The way to be compleatly lewd. 


Poor 
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Poor Poll, in quod, now cries—then ſwears, 
Then laughs—and then her Mecklin tares, 
Curſes Sir ohn, and rails on juſtice, 

And ſees no ſoul in whom her truſt is; 
Before her, bawds, and little whores, 


Are paying off their little ſcores, 
And make the place a little hell; 


Some fight, all ſcold, ſome groan, ſome yell 
One ſtamps, then bites his nails, and grins, 


Not in confuſion for his ſins, 

But that he's bar'd from being a fool, 
And to bawds, pimps and whores, a tool : 
A ſtrange infatuation, this, 
Whoring, the greateſt plague that is; 


Inſlaves its followers more than all 


The ſnares in which mankind can fall, 
But I am preaching.------How is this ? 
Why, faith! I'm on a topick.— - piſs 

My eyes out, if I can forbear | 

To preach again that curſed ſnare, 

In which I have been drain'd and pickled, 
And beggar'd------then again been tickled, 
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And drain'd again, and ſous'd, and {till 
To leave the trade is paſt my ſkill; 
Tho! Pam exhauſted and as dry, 

As beef, hung up in chimney high. 
When Poll I view'd at hempen block, 
Brocaded gown, and laced ſmock, 
Apron with fringe, and all that dear is 
To make the mundus mulieris; 

Tho at that time it was a guære, 

If ſhe'd not noli me tangere : 

I could have ventur'd plague and pox, 
And all that fills Pandora's box, 

To've had a filly ſnotty pleaſure, 

But ſhe, poor girl, was not at leiſure. 
The keeper, with a Nero's look, 
Diſtorted eyes, and noſe a-crook, 
Contracted brow, and chin, and cheeks, 
Which ſhew'd he nought but fury ſeeks, 
And that he would not creep or cringe 
To Ate, goddeſs of revenge, 

Held up a pizzle of a bull, 

And thus he ſpoke of envy full. 


Miſtreſs 
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Miſtreſs, you come not here to idle 

Your time------put on your pride a bridle, 
Or this ſame ſhouilder-circling weapon, 
Shall let you know under whoſe keeping 1 
You are. work on----buſſy--- blood ! thump, Sl 
And work each finger to a ſtump ; 

*T wwill put ye'n mind of all the fellows 3 
Such ftrumpets daily bring to th' gallows : * 
For this ſame very hemp you beat, of 
Of ſome poor wretch, his life will cheat. 1 


This ſaid, to ſhew his power, he mill'd her 
Till envy, grief, and ſhame had fill'd her, 
Which ſhe endeavour'd out to pour, 

In various ſtreams a ſtormy ſhower ; 

Her eyes, like lightning, darted flames, 
Then ſhowers of rain would ſwell the Thames, 
Came from thoſe eyes which us'd to kill, 

Or wound with c ockatrice's ſkill, _ 


Thus convicts, when they come to die, 
Move every heart, each piteous eye 


Drops 
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Drops down a tear, and ſeems to curſe 
The law, which juſtly has its courſe, 
Tho' the poor wretch muſt die, or we 
Can't hve in bleſs'd ſecurity : 
So far'd it with our heroine, 
It griev'd all hearts, as well as mine; 
Tho? *twas confeſs'd ſhe did deſerve 
To work for bread, or elſe to ſtarve: 

But to be pleaſant------cutting capers 
Cur'd Moll of hippo, and the vapours, 
Which idleneſs, and eale, and tea, 
Had rais'd 1n her to ſuch degree, 
She*d yawn, and gape, and ſtretch, and look, 
Like poet, ſtupid o'er a book; 
Aſk what ſhe ail'd----why, you mult gueſs, 
A ſort of----don't-know-how i/h-neſs 
Had overcome her, and ſhe hopes 
A hundred vivifying drops 
In Fountineack, or rich Champagne, 
Woud ſet her head to rights again : 
This was her caſe, alas | but now 
The keeper's pizzle, and his brow, 
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With what he often made her feel, 
Made her as lively as an eel : 
Excellent cure, and cheap, and wholeſome, 
Beyond the drops, or Peru balſam: 

Not that I can, or really dare 

Preſcribe this uſage for the fair 

For firſt, I mult indulge their folly, 

Tho't often makes me melancholy ; 

And next, and moſt of all, I fear 

Loud claps of thunder at my ear; 

For women ſeldom want their tongues, 

Or are afraid to waſte their lungs, 


Whilſt Moll was thumping with her ſiſters, 
With hearts of grief, hands full of bliſters, 
Comes a gruff conſtable in charge 
Of one who liv'd both looſe and large; 

But now with melancholy mazard, 

He found the dire effects of hazard, 
And from the dice box and the table, 
Was brought to work with other rabble. 


All 


[ 48 ] 


All round 'em ſtood a helliſh throng 

Of ſatan's ſlaves, both old and young; 

Some working, others laughing, others 
Curſing the bawds, adopted mothers; 
Whilſt they, poor ſuperannuated devils, 
Made this a ſcene of helliſh revels, 

And ſwore, drank gin, and ſpu'd, and then, 
Got up and drank, and ſpu'd agen; 

The prologue, play, and interlude, 

Was all the fame, they drank and ſpu'd, 
And doz'd, and ſnoar'd, and drank, and ſnoar'd, 
And then lift up their heads and roar'd; 
And lous'd themſelves, and eat the lice; 
And ſpoke fine things in praiſe of vice: 
But Moll, poor Hackabout, was mute, 
And only ſaid, Sir John's a brute. 

And here ſhe lay, none to befriend her, 
And only Ketty to attend her. 


CANTO 
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SANO. 
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W HEN outward wrongs and inward ills 
Attend us, *tis not all the Pills, T4. 
Nor all the preaching put together, 9 
Will cure a broken heart no, rather wud 
The violence of our deſpair 
Contributes molt to eaſe the Care, 

By ſnapping ſhort the vital ſtring : 

Thus Poll at block, poor harmleſs thing ! 
Concludes and upon ſearch can't find 
Her faults (for we to them are blind) 

And therefore Polly does reſign 
FHerſelf to grief, to ſtarve, and pine: 

This mov'd her keeper, tho' a brute, 

And ſhe was pardon'd at his ſuit : 

But grief had taken root too deep ; 

Alas | ſhe dy'd ; _——weep ſiſters, weep : 
) To ſee her corps would melt a ſtone; 
Alive, ſhe melted many a one. 


— 


G But 


. 
But ere ſhe went to Pluto's ſhade, 


By ſage advice, her will ſne made; 
And thus it ran: 


Imprimis. I my ſoul can't leave, 
But it leaves me. A negative. 


My body I diſpoſe of thus: 

To my Lord that incumbus, 

J leave my tongue t aſſiſt his own, 
Both in the wickedneſs, and tone; 
And then he'll be a devil compieat, 
When now he's but a courtly cheat. 


I leave my eyes, my noſe, and chin, 
For a great trial of {kill in ſin; 
And ſhe who can moſt poſtures play, 
In triumph bears the bell away. 


My arms and hands I would beſtow 
To Mrs. Port---r, but I know 


Her own are exquiſitely fine, 
Therefore ſhe has no need of mine. 


Then 
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Then take em Hen---y, Orator, 
Thou know'ſt the uſe I leave em for; 
When thou haſt advertis'd a puff, 
And people come to hear the proof, 
And thou art founder'd 


And be the matter e'ere ſo dull, 
The hands ſupply the empty ſkull. 


My legs and feet, to Mother Ben-, 
Whoſe gouty pillars go but gently; 
Then ſhe, with Satan to attend her, 
Will be a univerſal pander. 


My other goods and chattels I 
Bequeath, as thus --- to Sp----r D- 
My patch-pox, lip-ſalve, and my paint, 
They beautify, and never taint, 


My lodgings, in a little Villa, 
] leave to beauteous Vanilla, 
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then my arms 
And hands diſplay'd, will give the charms; 


That 
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That when ſhe ſets the C---t on fire, 
She to the Country may retire. 


B 
My bunch of rods for flogging cull, Me 
When he is jaded, dry, and dull, | 
Jo modeſt Edm--d Cu-1 I give, 
_ That he in lech'ry may revive ; Ar 
With Ballads, and ſome bawdy books, II. 
(I thought to leave to paſtry-cooks) W 
As a reward for what he's done, | 
l. leave betwixt him, and his ſon. 9 8 
| I £ 
My baſon, pictures, and my china, 1 
And laces coarſe, as well as fine a A 
I give my Ketty, as a friend; | 
My Cun---s to fir John I ſend ; 
So fit for them ſure there is no man, In 
He hates quinteſſence of a woman. A 
V 
My bible, and whole duty of man, I 
1 


I leave to Bo-, if he can 
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By them a learned ſubje& form, 

The duty of woman, when ſhe's warm, 
How far with nature's dictates they 1 
May act *twill be a learn'd eſſay. 4 1 


My broken mug that wants a handle; 
And bottle, in which I put my candle, . 
leave to miſerable Hodgings, EL 4 
When ſhe is ſtrip'd, and drove from lodgings. * 


My chair, and ſtool, and urine catcher, 
I give to wicked Betty That---r 

The chair, has ſuffer'd ſome abuſe, 
As ſhe knows how which ſhe'll excuſe. 


A trencher and a broken diſh, 
In which 1 fry'd and eat my fiſh; 
A knife, and fork without a handle, 
Which was my ſave-all for a candle, 
I leave to little Fenny Wright, 
That ſhe may cut as well as Site. 
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To Mother Tho--s now the oldeſt, 
Of all the bawds of fame, and boldeſt, 
] leave my c--d-ms, fifty groſs, 
And all my pills, a dozen doſe : 
With this advice. ------ Get all you can 
From that vile perjur'd creature, Man: 
Or fair, or foul, or right, or wrong, 


With hands and heart, with tail and tongue: 


And when you've purchas'd an eſtate, 

And baudy tricks are out of date 

With you, through riches, age and poxes, 
Then build an hoſpital for doxes, 

Endue it with a handſome bounty, 

And then a ſaint the world will count ye ; 
And fix your name in golden letters, 

On a fine table with your betters : 

But ſee you make a cautious will, 

For overſeers are men of ſkill, 


And write themſelves, and all their friends, 


As patients, for their ſpecial ends : 
Therefore ordain that every creature, 
That comes a patient for good nature, 


Shall 
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Shall prove by good certificate, 
From quac, or ſur eon, that her ſtate 
Has been at leaſt five times a clap, 


And twice a pox, and could not *ſcape 


With both their eyes, their noſe, or teeth, 
And gums to chew their victuals with; 
That when they enter in your houſe, 
They muſt be poorer than a mouſe; 
For that has ſkin, and theirs muſt be 
In holes, and pox'd to that degree, 

T hat if a man his finger lays 

Within the mouth, and there it ſtays 
A minuet, if the heat ſhould fail 

To ſcald or burn his finger nail, 

Till firſt it cracks, and off it comes, 
And broils like griſkin on the gums, 
She's not to be admitted there, 

Nor worth a ſkilful doctor's care. 


Thus all the idle you'll diſcourage, 
And make each girl a wit of her age, 


And 
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And fam'd for ſuff ring, and for doing, 
Which will make all your patients knowing, 
And fit for doctreſſes and nurſes, 

Or any other learned courſes. 


Leave other legacies to th* poor, . 
*T'will lay your bleſſings great in ſtore ; 
Your wicked life will not be nam'd, 

So much as by a letcher maim'd; 

Your virtue, ſanctity, and fo forth, 

All round the town and country'll go forth ; 
And you by this, with Guy may trick 
That cunning friend of yours, Old Nick 
So much I leave you as advice, 

And now I leave you ſomething nice. 


My chief utenſils, *tis a pan, 
That ſearch from Bee-/heba to Dan 
You cannot match it for its uſes, 
And yet it ſuffers no abuſes. 

In this my beef I boil and ſtew ; 
In this I ſh---, in this I ſp---; 


With 
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With this I warm my bed, and 1 
In this do bacon and liver fry; 
And when in this I dreis my victuals, 
The diff *rent taite the palate tickles 
To that degree, and ſo ſurprizes 
The eater, that not one deviſes 
What meat it is, and what the ſauce is; 
Nor how it's dreſs'd, nor what the caule is; 
Yet all in praiſes of it join, 
And ſay it's exquiſitely fine. 


My other goods, five ſhoes, three hoſe, 
I leave to Ketty in the grols, 


f - 


Further ſhe would have gone, but death 


Appear'd with dart, and ſtopp'd her breath. 


Tan---r and Cm, who in the room 
Waited the product of fate's womb, 
Now quarrelPd, who had done his part 
The beſt, by modern rules ot art. 
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C. m {wore both latin, greek, and hebrew, 

Were all his mother tongues and ye brew, 
Said he, a compound gibberiſh, 

Like turtle, neither fleſh nor fiſh 

And how the plague ſhould ſuch as you 

Worth notice, any action do; 

Ze bundle of guts, ye dumpling head, 

Yeve ſent the girl among the dead! 


Tan---r, who has as much aſſurance 
As Iri/iman, eſcap'd from durance, 
Return'd the language, but with airs, 
Without an oath—he never twears, 
But hes confoundedly (in print); 
On C-.--m he'turn'd his eyes a-{quint : 
Said he, 7 his phial----what is in't | 
Nu know no more than bebby-hborſe ; 


Yet all phyſicians are at a loſs © | 
To know by what peculiar arts, 
I reitifies all putrid parts 

Of humane? nature, and reſtores 


A body ſimooth, tho' full of ſores. 
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Thus they in ign'rant jargon wrangled, 
Till dying Hackabout was ſtrangled. 
In two ſweet Drury ſiſters care, 
She leaned backwards in a chair; 
Whilſt one her trunk of cloathes was rifling, 
And t'other liſt'ning, Moll was ſtifling 3 
Whilſt wrangling quacks, and. ſtupid drones, | 
Were deaf to Polly's dying groans. 


SANTO VI 


N EL SOME NE, aſſiſt my muſe, 
To ſing the humours of a ſtews, 
Where Hackabout in coffin lay, 
A lump of putrifying clay; 
Surrounded with a willing quire, 
The Paſſions, Horror, fear, deſire, 
Deſpair, and melanchely, hope, 
Stood trembling all, no mouth would ope'; 
Till each of tears a tribute paid 
Ke 1 the dear relicts, and the ſhade, 
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When a grave pious man of crape, 
After refreſhment from the grape, 
Stood up, and giving three good hems, 
Said, Should your tears overflow the Thames, 
A life once loſt it can't reftore 
Then pr ythee, ſiſters, grieve n9 more : 
She's gone no doubt i a better place, 
And ſwiftly run a tedious race; 

No want, or fear, attends her now z 
She ſuffers by no broken vow ; 

No labour, puniſhment, or pain, 
Diſturbs her body, or ber brain; 
And therefore, as the ſaying is, ſhe 
IJ in a better ſtate than we. 


This ſaid, he ſat him down, and groan'd, 
And all the conſort figh'd and moan'd : 
Her icrvant Kezty was the chief, 

And thus ſhe ſtrove to vent her grief. 


| Ab | my poor miſtreſs, dead and cold, 
Her fellow, coffin cannot bold; 


if 
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If ſhe's not happy, what uuſt I 
Expect, when fate ſhall bid me die? 
So good, ſo honeſt, and ſo kind, 

She has not left her like behind. 
Next Moll Mag lift up her eyes, 
And hands, like prophet in ſurprize, 
Then pour'd a ſhower of tears upon 
The corps---thoſe tears would melt a tone; 
For many a ſtony heart they've melt, 

Except the owner of't was gelt: 

Her breaſts incircled with blue veins, 

That luſcious life and love contains, 

She beat and tore like frantick Gaby], 

Or Cremwel/s porter o'er his bible; 

Thoſe breaſts, of all that's ſweet, the ſpring, 
Would raiſe the vitals of a king; 

What had they done ?——Ir's true, they fill'd 
Women with jealouſy but kill'd 

Only the men——or ſtruck *em blind, 

As their preſumption was inclin'd 

To view—or with unhallow'd hands 

To touch what all the town commands. 
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The little mournful Polly Davis, 
Whole keeper both a fool and knave is; 
And weeping, Patty Cooper ſtood, x 
Each cover'd with a diſmal hood, 

And gown of crape, as chief of mourners; 
Hence be it ſpoken to their honours. 


Beſs Lemmox ſerv'd the wine, the blowſe 


Star'd at the pr—it, and knit her brows ; 
For he had got the prettieſt doxy, 

And made his fr do by proxy, 

What would become a nobler part, 

To do with pleaſure, and with art; 

But fo it was, the pr---{t was eager, 

And *twixt the fluſhing, and the meagre, 
Hie made as odd a figure as 

Pinkethman riding on an als ; 

The picture repreſents an odd piece, 
His wine a running in his codpiece; 
Did he that liquor right convey, | 
"ET would run much better other way; 


Refin'd 
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Refin'd of all the dregs, and lees, 

It would at once give hie and pleaſe; 

But on this ſubject he had never 
Harangu'd or preach'd, *twas his endeavour 
To teach, and do to others good, 

Tho? {till he was but fleſh and blood: 

He felt, ſhe grin'd and leer'd, and he 
Star'd, and he grin'd as well as ſhe 

And leſt the reſt ſee his and that, 

He laid a cover on*'t—his hat; | 
O hat ſublime ! thy brims have cover'd; 
The deepelt thing man has diſcover'd 

A myſt'ry deep, unfathomable, 

As bay of Biſcay with a cable : 

And tho' the pr--ſts have hidden ſprings, 
They can't diſcover hidden things, 

Without the help of revelation, 

For reaſon's rules are now d 
Bur I am no religioſo; 
And, by the way, our prieſt was ſo ſo, 
And midſt his gifts and piety, 
Did not deſpiſc the rem in re; 
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He loſt a hand ſhe hates a finger; 

Sir, kill me. do not let me linger : 

A lark, a taſteful palate tickles, 

But what is that to ſolid viftuals ? 

Give me a meal, when time ſhall offer ; 
- See there that difmal-looking colfer; 

If that will not your courage cool, 

You muſt be ruPa, let others rule. 


This ſaid, ſhe ſhuffled down her clothes; 
Down drop'd the hat, hatband, and roſe, 
And poor Don Piego ſcarce was cover'd, 

When this inſult was raſhly offer'd : 
She aſk'd poor Piego's pardon, left 

He'd think ſhe took him for a beaſt, 
When he was modeſt and as fearful, - 
As children; and as miſers, careful: 
He very ſeldom car'd to ſpend, | 
If 'twas Yoblige his deareſt friend: 

He learn'd ceconomy Yth* Greek, 
From pigs who never ſquall or ſqueak. 


But 


But 
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But to the dug of ſow apply, 

And drink or ſuck when they are dry, 
Without extraordinary emotion, 

From baſe deſign, or from devotion; 
Which made him very plainly tell her, 
If ſhe was bedded in a cellar, 

And he ſhould viſit, it would prove, 
That he was very deep in love 

Or ſhould he to a garter riſe, 

Near heaven to be, or near the ſkies, 
*T would be a raiſing of the ſoul 

Above its ſphere, above its pole; 
When he ſhould come and let her know 
She was above and not below; 

And with an implicite coherence, 

She muſt allow p---ſts---'s vicegerents z 
And then, and there—--—and there and then, 


. He'd ſtrive to act like other men. 


But this diſcourſe was dull, and dry, 
The girl knew wherefore, and for why; 


I | And 
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And look'd on this as pr---ſtly juggling, 
Or nature with the conſcience ſtruggling. 


Ihe pr---ſt, who never ſuffer'd thoſe 
Who heard his doctrine, to oppoſe ; 

Took this as inſult on his trade, 

And plainly call'd her ſaucy jade; 

She calPd him ſtupid preaching puppy ; 

Compar'd him to a cock that's roopy, 

Who neither crows, nor treads the hens, 

Yet plagues them ſtill, without amends, 


They jar'd awhile, and in ſuſpenſe; 
The whores and bawds liſten'd from whence 
Conqueſt would come but being equal, 
T was a drawn battle in the ſequel; 
And both agreed, with open heart, 
The burial over; kiſs and part. | 


The undertaker, leering, drew 
The gloves on hands of madam Preu, 


That 
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That dext*rous jilt return'd the leer, 
And made him pay for't, tho* not dear; 
For as he ſtoop'd, or rather ſtrain'd, 
To fit the glove upon the hand, 
Beholding babies in her eyes, 
Enough to make his humour rite, 
She ſlily made a dive in's pocket, 
And of his wipe ſhe bit the blockhead. 


My dear, ſaid he, and grin'd, and bow'd, 
If you'll admit me, PII be proud, 
Amongſt your many ſlaves to wait; 
Or at your door, or at your gate, 
In rain, or hail, or ſnow, or ſnine, 
To kiſs this pretty hand of thine. 


Poor fool ! for half an ounce, or leſs, 
He might have kiſs'd her ev'ry place; 


Her tail he might have kiſs'd, or kick'd it; 


Or more the hungry dog might lick'd it, 
Without a ſtraining compliment; 
But {till it ſerv'd her good intent 
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She drew her face a little back, 

Good conduct in a flatter d crack; 

And told him he was ſuch a gent', 
His words no woman could reſent; 
And if he'd keep in modeſt bounds 
That night on Convent- Garden rounds, 
She'd meet him, and a glaſs participate, 
The funeral grief and woe to diſſipate. 


1 


This ſaid, his wit and rapture ſtrove a 
For maſtery, neither hand nor glove, N 
Was now his care, twas not his buſineſs, | 
His hands a trembling, head a dizzineſs, 
| Had ſeiz'd, with folly in exceſs, 

The end, let any body gueſs: 

A bellowing bawd, fearing he'd ſwoon, 
Came to his aid with bottle ſoon, 

And gave him ſo much brandy ——Nancy, 
As gave him life, and rais'd his fanſy. 

The girls would feign have held the fatce on, 
Bus, interrupted by the parſon, 


They 
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They ſat like mutes, expecting ſomething, 


A parſon /hculd not be a dumb thing; 
And truly he had weighty matter 
Upon his mind, I hate to flatter. 


My friends, I think the queſtions often, 
Said he, if cover of the coffin, 


Should be nail d down, or ſhould be ſcrew'd ; 


I Hate in ſuch things to intrude ; 

But Pe been pondering and conſidering, 
While ſome were crying, others twittering, 
Which way is beſt and ſome anology 
Shoud be teen things without apology ; 
I therefore give my voice for ſcrewing, 
What in ber life ſhe was a doing. 


| But ſome will ſay, thoſe that are rich iu 
Compariſons, why not by ſtitching bs 
Her down, ſhall we not do the better; 
Screwing's as old as Hopkin's metre ? 
T anſwer : will this town afford 
A man that ever ftitch'd a board? 


A clean 
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A clean good pointed pretty ſcrew, 
Is beſt [peak every one of you. 


At this, they one and all declar'd 
For ſcrewing, tho' they*d ſome regard 
For nailing, as it is not done 
Without ſome knocking, Screwing done, 
Her arms on an eſcutcheon drawn; 
The pall was neatly fixed on: 
Three ſpigots in three foſſets ſcrew'd, 
Was th arms belonging to her blood. 
The emblem uſt, tho? *tis an odd piece, 
At fi:it deriy'd from Harry's codpiece. 
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We EN full *tis round, when empty long, 
| Sometimes an hole, ſometimes a ſlit; 
Hairy when old, and bald when'young, 

Too wide for ſome, for others fit. 


When tickl'd moſt, it moſt will weep, 
And never condeſcends to laugh; 
And pouts and ſwells; is very deep, 
Extremely pleaſant, but unſafe. ' 


T has mouth, lips, beard, but has no eyes, 
Nor teeth, altho' it often bites; 

All day it under cover lies, 

© And chiefly takes its prey at nights. ; 
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The more tis fed, the more it craves, 
Raw fleſh it covets moſt for food; 


It's lov'd by fools, abus'd by knaves, 
Tho? tainted, yet it's held for good. 


The learn'd, the wiſe, the grave, the gay, 
In its embraces take delight; 
Tho hid, th? adore it in the day, 
And often kneel to it at night. 


It juſtly may be ſtil'd a well, 

At each ſpring-tide it overflows ; 
Its depth no mortal man can tell; 
That none but he that made it knows. 


It lies obſcurely in a clift, 


That's fenc'd with brambles round about; 


Tet every fool can make a ſhift, 
© Tho' never fo dark, to find it out. 


Before it Venus bas a mount; 
Behind it lies a common. ſhore; 
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- Yet it is held of great account, 
And worſhipp'd both by rich and poor. 


When it's beſt pleas'd it ſtruggles moſt, 
Is many a gallant ſoldier's bane , 


For tho' he makes the homeſt thruſt, 
It always does the conqueſt gain. 


The ſtouteſt man that &er withſtood -_ 
Its pleaſing power, at laſt comply'd 
To ſacrifice his pureſt blood, 


And then lie panting by its ſide. - 


It cauſes quarrels and debates, 
Twixt friends, and if it ben't bely'd 
Tho! it often ſwallows brave eſtates, 
Yet, it is never ſatisfy'd. 


When young, it muſt be manag'd well, 
(For *tis by nature prone to evil ;) 

Or elle 'twill grow as hot as Hell, 
And wicked as the very Devil. 


_— Tho? 
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Tho' charity be ne'er ſo cold, 
Moſt men are willing to relieve it ; 
Altho' when fulleſt it will hold, 
Much more than any man can give it. 


If young, altho' it's dreſs'd in rags 
Iwill charm us with its curling locks, 
To run the riſque of greater plagues, 


| Than ever filld Pondora's box, 


The courtier, country-man, and cit, 
All ſtood to that prevailing power. 

And love to taſte the dainty bit, 
Altho? the ſauce proves often ſour. 


Like owls and bats, it loves the night, 
And in a bottom lives retir'd : 
Nor does it ſhew one ſpark of light, 

Altho' 'tis very often fr'd. 


Irs ultimate in vain we ſeek, 
For 'tis a dark, tho' pleaſant way; 


That 
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That like the Devil's. arſe- in- peat, 
Has ſtill ſome caves incognita. 


Tho' many a man this path has trod, 
And rang'd from ſide to ſide about; : 

Yet, none that ever went that road, | 
E' er found its utmoſt limits out. 


Tho' ſome may new diſcoveries make, 
And ne arear to its bounds extend, 

Vet all return the ſame way back, 
And never reach the upper end. 

The mighty prince that rules a throne, 
Diſtinguiſh'd by the title of king, 

For all his pride, had ne'er been known, 
Had it not been for this poor thing. 


No L——d M——r's gown can look more fine, 
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Tho? awful ſcarlet *tis without; ; 
This with red fattin's lia d within, # 
And much more nobly furr'd about. 1 
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It trades for ſilver and for gold, 
And other rich commodities; 
Is very often bought and ſold, 
Yet ne' er moy'd off the premiſes. 


It tempts us when we ſee it not, 

And makes us flatter, whine, and crave; 
Let when the darling prize we've got, 
The more it yields, the leſs we have, 
Thus moſt men covet that which none 

Can either purchaſe, beg, or ſteal; 
For tho? we take it for our own, 0 


Let thoſe that give it keep it ſtill. 


It yields delight when e'er it's us'd, 

And finds much more than it imparts; 
But when o'er harraſs'd and abus'd, 

For pleaſures. paſt, it often ſmarts; 
Sometimes it burns like Etna's mount, 

To its own forrow, plague and ſhame : 


Then 


It 
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Then to revenge the miſchief don't, 
It ſcorches others with its flame. 


Like a true gameſter, when he'as loſt, 
It never cares for giving out; 

And always condeſcends the moſt, 
When we appear molt {tiff and ſtout. 


It loves to hoard what others /pexd, 
Wich a juſt generous intent; 
To pay us back at nine months end, 
With ſwinging intereſt, what we lent. 


Could it but for a longer f. Sag 
Lengthen the bliſs it lets us taſte; 

Who would not doat on't? but alas! 
The 19y'st too exquiſite to laſt. 


Two white Heres) pillars prop 
The tufted gi, the rempting ſnare : 
When they divide, then in we pop,. 
Before we well Know where we are. 
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Then that for this, and tit for tat, 
But when the pleaſing minute's flown: 


As uſeleſs, it returns the bait, 


'And both oe fooliſh when *tis done. 


It reigns and 3 over kings, 
And like to /Z/op's tongues, we find, 
It is the beſt and worſt of things, 
Too chaſte, too cruel, or coo kind. 


Sometimes it proves a uſeful friend, 
And ſtops our ruin; tho? we ſee, 

To one man's fortune it does mend, 

5 * five ſcore to Penny 


It often ph but never talks, 


Tis ſometimes ſick, and ſometimes ſound : 
In publick ſtreets it daily walks, 
But yet it never touches ground. 


Altho' it knows not how to frown, 
It oft torments the loye-fick heart; 
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Yet, tis the beſt Phyſician known, 
To cure the wound of Cupid's darts i! 35:1 


* 


When proudeſt it will loweſt bend, 

And take moſt freedom when it's bound; 
Tho? ſeated at the lower end, 

"Tis always in the middle found. 


Tho't oft deceives, tis oft betray'd, 
And ruin'd, tho' it draws us in; 

It is the laſt thing that heaven made, 
And yet the firſt that learn'd to ſin, 


Tis blind as Cupid, or his bow; 
And where they're merited, denies 
Thoſe favours it does oft beſtow — 
On thoſe that leaſt deſerve the prize. 


Its ends it loves to gain by ſtealth, 
And highly values youth and ſtrength; 
Tho it can't judge of wit or wealth, 


"Tis ſxill'd in bickneſ and in length. 


et 
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It's ack a ſtrange myſterious bing. WT 
That tho' Pve heard a thouſand ſpeak on't; 
The wiſeſt man, god fave the king, 
Could never yet tell what to make on't. 


Without” tis rough ſome people lay, 
Others affirm *tis ſoft within: 


Some think, as very well they may, 
It was th' original of ſin. 


*Tis that which did alone betray 
Old father Adam to his fall: ' 

It's „I know not what to ſay, 
But think it is the Devil and all. 
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